

















THE HAPPY'DAYS OF CHILDHOOD. 










































































































































The simple prayer of childhood^ 
How reverently it rose, 

As hy our mother’s lap we knelt, 
Before we sought repose; 

When with her hand upon our head 
We raised our hearts to heaven,- 
To seek our God and. Saviour there, 
And liave our sins forgiven. 

The pleasant liome of childhood, 

Alas 1 no longer ours,_ 

New feet trip o’er it’s gravelled paths 
New fingers crop its flowers; 

We envy not their' gaiety, 

AV Inch once was all our own. 

But only wish their youthful glee 
May have as hlithe a toive. 

Dear, lovely scenes of childhood. 
How oft at close of day 
You flit Before niy mental eye. 

In fancy’s Bright array; ‘ 

And you gently glide along . 

With,, mingled Joy and pain — 

I say adieu, sweet happy days. 

You cannot come ae-ain . 













